AMERICA WARMS UP
for ice-cream cones, that he wanders out to find one, per-
petually loses his way and is conducted back to his house,
ice-cream cone in hand, by little girls. All the same, he has
attracted a group of famous scholars about him, and Prince-
ton is now the centre of the mathematical world.
The college buildings are very well done, warm red brick
Tudor, but our guide lost the way, and after encountering
the college dustbins we were embarrassed, and retreated.
But we were there again in the evening, to a play of A. A.
Milne's, The Ivory Door, delightfully presented by the
dramatic club of Miss Fine's school, and in the clear and
lovely American night the college buildings and trees were
exceedingly romantic.
A Sunday expedition took us about seventy miles to the
northern hills of Pennsylvania, a drive through beautiful
farm country, getting more and more hilly and with wide,
wide scenes of hills and valleys over the river Pequest. We
mounted to the Pocono plateau, where, being some two
thousand feet above sea-level, spring had not yet arrived,
but it was pleasant in the deep woods, among which a
holiday camp has been established around a lake. They
have room to do these things superlatively well in America.
All the houses must be out of sight of the lake and of one
another, and such pleasant wooden houses, mostly one large
room with an heroic hearth fire, and with canoe sails and
fishing rods in the corners.
Up to this moment our visit had moved miraculously, as
if a well-oiled pleasure was the inviolable routine of Prince-
ton, but shortly after we had left the Pocono camp to return
our car developed a mysterious noise. It was very slight,
but even to my un-motorist ears it was persistent and out of
place. Inquiries for a garage sent us down a side road, and
inquiries as to what was wrong sent us into fits.